THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
know her, Lady Bessborough was still light-hearted
enough. He was never seriously in love with her: but
he paid her marked attention. And London soon recog-
nized him as one of her established train of beaux. He
was always supping at her house in Cavendish Square
with Sheridan and Lord Holland and the rest of her
admirers, or staying at her country villa at Roe-
hampton where they spent delightful days walking,
talking and reading aloud. One day at Brocket he met
another member of the family. A flock of child
visitors were playing about the house: the young
Devonshires, and among them a skimpy, elf-like little
figure with a curly blonde head, Lady Bessborough's
daughter, Caroline. She was an extraordinary child:
at one moment a wild tomboy, galloping bareback
round the field, the next conversing on poetry and
politics like a woman of forty, her whole being
vibrant with an electric vitality which dominated any
room she entered. Precociously susceptible to the
influence of her environment, she was much con-
cerned with love. William's black eyes and his cele-
brated oration on progress seemed to make him a
worthy object of her choice; she conceived a violent
fancy for him. In his turn he found her very engaging.
She appealed to his particular taste both for little girls
and for entertaining characters. At times, as he
lounged back in his chair listening to the flow of her
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